FOUR       TALES       BY       2ELIDE

" Jeannot," said his mother, " you mus~t escort
Cecilia; but it is cold, so put on your greatcoat,
and button it well up."   His aunt brought him his
galoshes.   While he was fastening himself up like
a portmanteau, as if m piepaiation for a long
journey, the young Englishman rushed up the
Stairs four Steps at a time, returned in a flash with
his hat, and offered Cecilia his arm.   I could not
restrain my laughter, and I told her cousin that he
might unswaddle himself.   If, up to then, his fate
with  Cecilia had  been doubtful,  that moment
decided it.   Although he is the only son of rich
parents and the heir to the fortunes of five or six
aunts, Cecilia will not mairy her cousin the minister.
This mummy has a friend who is very much
alive, another young minister, who fell in love
with Cecilia after having seen her two or thiee
times at the house of his friend's mother.   He is a
young man from the valley of the Lac du Joux,
handsome, fair, robust, who can walk ten leagues a
day, who shoots more than he Studies, and who
goes every Sunday to preach at his chapel a league
away, in summer without a parasol, in winter
without galoshes or a greatcoat; he could carry,
if need were, his pedantic little fdend on his arm.
If this husband were to suit my daughter I should
go very willingly to live with them in some
mountain parish; but his only fortune is his salary
as minister, and even that is not the chief difficulty.
I am afraid of the proverbial duplicity of mountain-
eers, for Cecilia I know could adjust herself to that
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